CHAPTER NINETEEN
A momentous Luncheon Party

AN exceedingly good-looking elderly man of about
jLJLmy own age, I imagined, leaned across Henry Nor-
man's hospitable luncheon table at the chateau a few days
after our return from a flying visit to London and
addressed me by name.
" Did I hear that you were looking for a bungalow in
these parts, Mr. Oppenheim ?" he asked.
" Something about the size of a bungalow," I assented,
" and about the price of one. The * bungalow type ' of
dwelling I really don't care much about."
" I quite agree with you," my vis-&-vi$ observed. " I
had enough of them out in the East. Uncomfortable
style of architecture except for the very hot climates. You
should have a look at the place I want to sell."
A friend near by demanded his attention and the con-
versation ended temporarily. I turned to my neighbour,
a very charming woman who had so far been monopolised
by my host.
"Tell me," I enquired, "who is the good-looking
man opposite there ? I feel I ought to know him but I
didn't catch his name. He arrived rather late, didn't he ? "
She nodded.
" We always do," she confessed. " It's our only fault
as guests. Lady Norman would tell you. I thought every-
one knew Charlie McNeill."
" Why, he's your husband ! "
" Of course he is," she replied, " and it's our litde
house he is offering you. I never thought anything would
induce him to sell it, but times have change
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